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dare say, 1 dare say It was not for me to behold these
wonders, I was content to admire the neat and becom-
ing way she used to do it up so as not to conceal the
good shape of her head And this wealth of hair was so
glos&y that when the screens of the west verandah were
down, making a pleasant twilight there, or in the shade
of the grove of fiuit-tiees near the house, it seemed to
give out a golden light of its own
She dreshed generally in a white frock, with a skirt of
walking length, showing her neat, laced, brown boots
If there was any colour about her costume it was just a
bit of blue perhaps. No exeition seemed to distress
her. I have seen her land from the dinghy after a long
pull in the sun (she rowed herself about a good deal)
with no quickened breath and not a single hair out of
its place. In the morning when she came out on the
verandah for the first look westward, Sumatra way,
over the sea, she seemed as fresh and sparkling as a
dewdrop. But a dewdrop Is evanescent, and there was
nothing evanescent about Freya. I remember her
round, solid arms with the fine wrists, and her broad,
capable hands with tapering fingers.
I don't know whether she was actually born at sea,
but I do know that up to twelve years of age she sailed
about with her parents in various ships. After old
NeLon lost his wife it became a matter of serious con-
cern for him what to do with the girl. A kind lady
in Singapore, touched by Ms dumb grief and deplorable
perplexity, offered to take charge of Freya. This ar-
rangement lasted some six years, during which old
Nelson (or Nielsen) <fcretired" and established himself
on his island, and then it was settled (the kind lady
going away to Europe) that his daughter should join
him.
As the first and most important preparation for that